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Dunia could not look at his bony, lanky figure without
laughing. He walked about the room dressed only in his
underlinen, holding up his slipping pants with one hand,
hunching his back, uncertainly straddling his thin, shanky
legs. And when he sat down he was always afraid of falling,
and clutched at something with his hand. His black hair,
grown long during his illness, was falling out; his curly,
grizzled forelock was lank.
He got Dunia to help him shave his head, and when he
turned his face to his sister she let the razor drop to the
floor, clutched at her belly and, falling on to the bed, nearly
choked with laughter.
Gregor patiently waited for her to laugh her fill; but at
last he could wait no longer, and said in a feeble, quivering
tenor voice :
" Look out, you're not far from sinning! You'll be
ashamed afterwards, you're a woman now, you know!"
A hint of injury sounded in his words.
<( Oh, my brother ! My dear! I'd better go . .. I haven't
the strength ! Oh, what do you look like ? Why, you're
an absolute scarecrow ! " Dunia could hardly get the words
out between her attacks of laughter.
" I'd like to see what you'd look like after typhus ! Pick
up the razor ! Now ! "
Ilinichna took up the cudgels on his behalf, saying in a
vexed tone:
" And what are you neighing at, after all ? You're a fool,
Dunia! "
" But see what he looks like, mother," Dunia said, wiping
away her tears.  " His head's all bumps, it's as round as a~
water-melon and just as dark. . . . Oh, I can't any more ! "
" Give me a mirror," Gregor asked.
He looked into the tiny scrap of mirror, and then himself
laughed long and noiselessly.
" What did you shave your head for, son ? You'd have
done better to have left it as it was," Ilinichna said
discontentedly.
" So you think it's better to go completely bald ? "
" Well, even as you are it's a terrible disgrace.. . ."
" Oh, you're the limit! " Gregor said angrily, whipping
up a soapy foam with his brush.